3o8        THE THINGS  WE ARE

" That was very wise/'

Miss Considine broke into a nervous laugh.
" Please forgive me," she said. " But you
are so very solemn."

1' Am I ? "he said automatically. Why had
Felicia implored him to stay ? Why ? Why ?

" Is it true," asked Miss Considine again,
with the same unexpected, incongruous, high-
pitched laugh, "that she's never rumpled
your hair ? "

He turned round to Felicia. She was
still standing at the side of the table near
the door, gravely watching them, with a hand
on her pink parasol as though it were a walk-
ing-stick.

" I haven't ever, have I, Bett ? And now
I've lost my chance, my last chance." She
too was asking herself why she wanted him
to stay, and making up answers that didjnot
deceive herself*

"I've a good mind to take her chance,
myself," said Miss Considine.

Where was Boston ? Why did he not
come ? Yet Bettington was afraid to speak
of it. " Do you really want to see my hair
rumpled ? " he said to Miss Considine. He
felt like a clown gagging a sickening interval,
while the leading actor is hunted for.